The Tragedie 

Glo. Tufh, that was in the rage : 

Speakc it againe,and cuen with the word, 

That hand which for thy Loue did kill thy Louc, 

Shall for thy loue, kill a farre truer louc, 

To both their deaths thou (Jialt by accelTaric. 

La. 1 would 1 knew thy heart, 

Glo. Tis figured in my tongue. 

La, 1 feareme both arc fali'e. 

Glo. Then neuer nun was true. 

La. Well, well, putvp your fword, 

Glo. Say then my peace is made. 

La. T hat iliallyou know hereafter, 
glo. But I (ball hue in hope. 

La. All men I hope Hue to. 

Glo. Vouchfafe to weare this ring. 

La. To take ,is not to giue. 

Glo Looke how this ring incompaffeth thy finger, 
Euen to thy breft inclofeth me poorc heart. 

Were both of them,for both ofthem are thine. 

And if thy poore luppliant may 

But beg on fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thoudoeft confirme his. happi nelTe for euer. 

Aa. What is it ? 

Glo. That it would pleafethee leaue thefe fad defignes 
To him that hath more caufe to beamourner, 

And prcfently repaire to Crosbie place, 

Where, after I haue folcnmely enterred 
At Chertfie MonaiUriethis nobleKing, 

And v\ et his graue with my repentant teares, 
l will with al expedient dutie fceyou ♦, 

For diuers vnknowne reafons,! befeech you 
Graunt me this boone. 

La. With al my heart. Sc much it ioyes me too, 

To fee you are become fo penitent: 

Trelfill and Bartly,goe along with me. 

Glo, Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then you defer ue : 

But fince you teach rrie how to flatter you, 

Imagine I haue faid farewell alreadie. E xit> 



of Richardthe Third. 

C/o.Sirs,take vp the courle. 

Ser* Towards Chertlie noble Lord. 

Glo No: to white Fryers : there attend my comming. 
Was euer woman in this humour wood l Exeunt. Manet glo. 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne l 
lie haue her,but I will not keepe her long. 

What Ithatkild her husband and her father. 

To take her in her hearts extreameft heatc : 

With curfes in her mouth, teares in her eyes. , 

The bleeding witnelfe of her hatred by : 

Hauing God, her confcience, and thefe barresagainflmej 
And I nothing to backe my Ante withall 
But the plaine Diuell and dilTembling lookes, 
Andyetttowin her all the world to nothing. 7 Hah ? 

Hath fiie forgot already that braue Prince 
Edward,her Lord,Whome I fume three monechs fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tcwxburyf 
Afweeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalitie of nature : 

Yong,valiant,wife,and no doubt rightroyall, 

The lpacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will fiie yet debafe her eyes on me, 

Thatcropt the golden prime of this fweete Prince, 

And made her widdow to a woefull bed ? 

On me, whofe al not equals Ed wards moity. 

On me that halt, and am vnfiiapen thus ? 

My Dukedomc to be a bcggerly denier, 
l doe mi (lake my perfon all this while. 

V pon my life (lie finds, although l cannot 
My fclfe, to be a maruadous proper man. 

He be at charges for a Looking-glafife, 

And entertaine fomefcorcortwooftailors 
To ftudie fafiiions to adore my body. 

Since I am crept in fauour with my lelfe, 

1 will maintain® it with a little coft. 

But firfl: ile turne you fellow in his graue. 

And then rcturfie lamenting to my loue. 

Shine our fairefunne, till I haue bought a glalfe, 

That I may fee my fliaddow as I palle. 
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